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P | 181 1 18 1 © 
Spoken r Mr. 0 IFFAR D. 


UR Scenes no ſoft Italian Airs diſpenſe ; 
O Guiltleſs of Meaning ; Innocent of Senſe : : 


But lo! a Feaſt! for Britiſh Palates fit! 

"Tis Purcell's Mufic, ſerv'd with l Wit! | 
Old Merlin's Ghoſt Riſes with honeſt Rage 5 
To mend your Taſte, and vindicate the Stage: — LN 
Superior Magic here inchants your Souls, LEW 
And feeble Thrills with manly Charms controuls? 

To Night the Sage my raptur'd Breaſt inſpires ris 
And the Muſe labours with the Prophet's Fires 
Hear, Albion's Sons by me ſhe ſhall un fold 
What to fam'd Arthur he re of Old! 15410 1K 

Dire Wars ſhall walte- our Realms thro' varions Sow 1A 
Of conqu' ring Saxons and invaſive Danes! Tone 

Lo ! Civil Rage, and Diſcord light their Brand; - © 

. the fell Furies half conſume the Land 

— What Holy Fires, inſatiate to devour |! 

Religious Butchery ! and Mitred Pow'r ! - 

— But, now — I ſee —— wrapt into diſtant Times — 
(He ſprings to Light) a Prince to purge. our Crimes: 

5 ith Regal ſtate to join the gen'rous Mind; 

And riſe the Benefactor of Mankind 5 
See, Strife and Faction grin with hideous Yell! 

See, the chain'd Monſters Mrink withiggtheir Cell! | 
He comes, he comes —xx Old Ocean hears the Word; Kiel 

Smooths his rough Face, and hails his Sov'raign Lord 8 

To other Worlds the Britiſh Thunder rolls, 

Beholds New Stars, and viſits both the Poles! 

Now ſhall fair Commerce Arts, and wealth explore, 
And her Sails whiten Earth's remoteſt Shore 5 
While Heav'n- born juſtice breaks Oppreſſion's Bands ; 

And lifts her Scales with un- inclining 'Hapds'? ' : 
Let Purple Tyrants the ſcourg d Globe deface, 

And * in the Blood of Human Race 
War's Ravage; Thou, O warlike Prince, reſtrain! 
Be thine the Glories of a Milder Reign! 
Guardian, as Arbiter, of Peace reſtor d, 
Save bleeding Europe from the ruthleſs Sword! 
Of Sacred Liberty great Patron Shine; 


And prove by Godlike Worth the Right Divine / 


CY oe eee” wk ted (c 


MERLIN 


FCC 


The Hritiſp Inchanter. 
Enter Conon, Aurelius, Albanac. 


HEN this 1s the deciding Day, to fix | 
Great Britain's Scepter in great Arthur's Hand. 
Aur. Or put it in the bold Invader's Gripe. 
Arthur and Ofwald, and their difterent fates 
Are weighing now within the Scales of Heaven. 
Con. In ten ſet Battels have we driven back 
Theſe Heathen Saxons, and regain'd our Earth, 
As Earth recovers from an Ebbing Tide, 
Her half-drown'd Face, and lifts it o'er the Waves. 
From Sewverr's Bank, even to this Barren-Down, 
Our foremoſt Men have preſs'd their fainty Rear, 
And not one Saxon face has been beheld ; * 

: But all their Backs and Shoulders have been ſtuck | 
With foul diſhoneſt Wounds : Now here, indeed, ; aq 
Becauſe they have no futther Ground, they ſtand. 0 

Aur. Well have we choſe a happy Day for fight; . 
For every Man, in courſe of time, has found | ö 
Some Days are lucky, ſome unfortunate. 

Aib. But why this Day more lucky than the reſt ? 

Con. Becauſe this Day we] 

Is ſacred to the Patron of our [ſle? 
A Chriſtian, and a Soldier's annual Feaſt, 

Alb. Oh, now I underſtand you. This is St. George of 
Cappadbcia s Day. Well, it may be ſo, but Faith I was ignorant; 
we Soldiers ſeldom examine the Rubrick ; and now and then a 

* Saint may happen to ſlip by us: But if he be a Gentleman Saint, 
he wall forgive us. | 

Con. Ofwald undoubtedly will fight it bravely. 

Aur. And it behoves him well, tis his laſt Stake. 

But what manner of Man is this Ofwa/d? Have ye ever ſeen 
him? | y [To Alb. 

Alb. Ne'er but once; and that was to my Coſt too; I follow'd 
him too cloſe, and to fay the Truth, ſomewhat uncivilly, upon a 
Rout : but he turn'd upon me, as quick and as round, as a chaf'd 
Boar ; and gave me two Licks a- croſs the Face, to put me in mind 
of my Chriſtianity. xy. 

Con. I know him well; he's free and open-hearted. 

Aur. His Country's character: That ſpeaks a German, 

Cen, Revengeful, rugged, war bares... ; - 


x 


— 


Conon. 


And 
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Cover'd by their advancing Cavalr bs 


And once reſolv'd, is never to be mov'd. IN | a 7" Þ 
Alb. Yes, he's a valiant Dog ; Pox on him; | 
Con. This was the Character he then maintain'd; 


When in my Court, he fought my Daughter's Loves 
My fair, blind Emmeline. 


Alb. I cannot blame him for courting the Heireſs of Corn wval : 
All Heireſſes are beautiful; and as blind as the is, 38 would have 
had no blind Bargain of her. 

Aur. For that Defeat in Love, he raiv'd this War. 

For Royal Arsbur reign'd within her Heart, Wir 
Fer Ofwald.mov'd his Suit. _ 

Con. Ay, now Aurelius, you have nam'd a Man ; 35 
One, whom beſides the Homage that I owe, 

As CornwalPs Duke, to his imperial Crown, 
I wou'd have choſen out, from all Mankind, 
To be my ſovereign Lord. © 

Aur. His Worth divides him from the Croud of Kings ; 89. 
born, without Deſert to be ſo born; 

Men, ſet a- loft, to be the Scourge of Heaven; 

And with long Arms, to laſh the Under- World. 
Con. Arthur is all that's excellent in Ofwald; © 

And void of all his Fault: In Battle brave, 

But ſtill ſerene in all the ſtormy War, 

Like Heaven above the, Clouds ; and after Fight, 

As merciful and kind to vanquiſh'd Foes, 


As a forgiving God. But ſee, he's here, 
And Praiſe is dumb before him. Eo 


Enter King Arthur, reading a Letter, with Gremlins. 3 
Arth. Reading. ] Go on, auſpicious Prince, the Stars are kind 
Unfold thy Banners to the willing Wind; 
While I, with airy Legions, help thy Arms: 
Confronting Art with Art, and Charms with Charms. 
So Merlin writes; nor can we doubt th Event, 70 Con. 
With Heav'n and you to Friends; Oh noble Conon, 
You taught my tender Hands the Trade of War: 
And now again you helm your hoary Head, 
And under double weight of Age and Arms, 


Aſſert your Country's Freedom and my Crown. 


Con. No more, my Son. 
Arth. Moſt happy in that Name! 
Your Emmeline, to Ofwald's Vows refus'd, 
You made my plighted Bride : 
Your charming Daughter, who like Love, born blind, 
Un-aiming hits, with ſureſt Archery, 


And innocently kills. 


Con. Remember, Son, 
You area General, ' other Wars require you, 


2 For ſee the Saxon Groſs begins to more. 


Arth. Their Infantry embattl'd, ſquare and We,” 
March firmly on, fo fill the middle Space: * 


The Britiſh Inchanter, 3 a 


By Heav'n, tis Beanteous Horror: 
Ihe Noble Oſwald has provok'd my Envy. | 7 
Enter Emmeline, led by. Matilda. 
Ha ! Now my Beauteous Enmeline appears. 
| Anew, but Oh, a ſofter Flame inſpires me: 
I: Even Rage and Vengeance ſlumber at her Sight. | 3 
ve # Con. Haſte your Farewell; I'll chear my Troops, and wait 
ye. glitt; r Exit Conon. 
Em. Oh Father, Father, I am ſure you're here; 
Becauſe I ſee your Voice. | 7 
Arth. No, thou miſtak', thy Hearing for thy Sight: He's 
gone, my Emmeline ; | ; 
And I but ſtay to gaze on thoſe fair Eyes, 
Which cannot view the conqueſt they have made. 
Oh Star-like Night, dark only to thy ſelf, 
But full of Glory, as thoſe Lamps of Heav'n 
80 That ſee not, when they ſhine | 
| Em. What is this Heav'n, and Stars, and Night, and Day, 
To which you thus compare my Eyes and me?: 
I underſtand you, when you ſay you love: 
For, when my Father claſps my Hand in his, 
That's cold, and I can feel it hard and wrinkl'd ; 
But when you graſp it, then I ſigh and pant, 
And ſomething ſmarts and tickles at my Heart. | 
Arth. Oh artleſs Love! where the Soul moves the 
Tongue, | 
And only Nature ſpeaks what Nature thinks ! 
| Had ſhe but Eyes ! | | | 
1 | Em. Juſt now you ſaid I had: 
I ſee em, I have two. 
Arth. But neither ſee. 
Em. I'm ſure they hear you then: 
What can your Eyes do more ? 
Art). They view your Beauties. 
Em. Do not I ſee? You havea Face, like mine, 
Two Hands, and two round, pretty, rifing Breaſts, 
'That heave like mine. 2 | 
Arib. But you deſcribe a Woman. bu 
Nor is it Sight, but touching with your Hands. 
Em. Then tis my Hand that ſees, and that's all one: 
For is not ſeeing, touching with your Eyes? 
Arth. No, for I ſee at Diſtance, where I touch not. 
Em- If you can ſee ſo far, and yet not touch, 
I fear you ſee my naked Legs and Feet | 
Quite through my Clethes; pray do not ſee ſo well. 
Artb. Fear mot, ſweet Innocence; 
J view the lovely Features of your Face; 
Your Lips Carnation, your dark-ſhaded Eye-brows, | 
Black Eyes, and Snow-white Forehead ; all the Colours 
That make yout Beauty. and produce my Love. 


Vour ſhaded Eye-brows, nor. your Mil 


Þ | 
3 Artb. Yes.” 


A - 
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En. Nay, then, you do not love on equal term: 


J love you dearly, without all theſe Helps? 
J cannot ſee your Lips Car nation. 
k-white Eyes 
Artb. You ſtill miftake. s en 


Es Indeed I thought you had a Noſe and Eyes. 


And ſuch a Face as mine; have not Men Faces ? 
 Arth. Oh, none like yours, fo excellently fair. 
Em. Then wou'd I had no Face; for'I wou'd be 


- 


Juſt ſuch a one as you. 


Arth. Alas tis vain to inſtruct your Innocence, 
You have no Notion of Light or Colours. [Trumpet ſounds 
Em. Why, is not that a Trumpet? 


* 


Em. I knew it. 


And ] can tell you how the Sound on't looks ; 


It looks as if it had an angry fighting Face. 15 
Arib. Tis now indeed a ſharp unpleaſant Sound, 
Becauſe it calls me hence, from her I love, 


To meet Ten thouſand Foes. 


En. How does ſo many Men e'er come to meet? 
This Devil Trumpet vexes em, and then 
They feel about, for one another's Faces; 


And fo they meet, and kill. 


Arth. Pl tell ye all, when we have gain'd the Field; 
One kiſs of your fair Hand, the pledge of Conqueſt, 
And ſoa ſhort Farewel. - | 


Kiſſes her Hand, and Exit with Aurel. Alb. and Attendants 


Em. My Heart and Vows go with him to the Fight : 
May every Foe be that, which they call blind, 
And none of all their Swords have Eyes to find him. 


But lead me nearer to the Trumpet's Face; 


For that brave Sound upholds my fainting Heart ; 


And while I hear, methinks I fight my Part. Exit, led by Matilda. 


The SCENE repreſents a Place of Heathen Worſhip ; the three | 
Saxon Gods, Woden, Thor, and Freya, placed ou Pedeſtal. 7 


An Altar. Enter Oſwald and Oſmond. 
O/n. 'Tis time to haſten our myſterious Rites 3 


| Becauſe your army waits you. 


Of. Thor, Freya, Moden, all ye Saxon Powers, 


Making three Bows before the three Images. 


Hear and revenge my Father Hengift's Death. 
Oſn. Father of Gods and Men, great Woden, hear: 
Mount thy hot Courſer, drive amidſt thy Foes ; 


| Lift high thy thund'ring Arm, let every Blow 


Daſh out a miſ-belieying Briton's Brains. 
Ofwv. Father of Gods and Men, great Woden hear? 
Give Conqueſt to thy Saxon Race, and me. . 
On. Thor, Freya, Moden, hear, and ſpell your Saxons, 


With Sacred Runick Rhymes, from Death in Battle, 


The Britiſh Inchanter, 
Edge their bright Swords, and blunt the Britons Darts. 
No more, Great Prince, for ſee my truſty Fiend, 
Who all the Night has wing'd the dusky Air. 
\ » Grimbald, @' fierce earthy Cpiris, ar 1 
What News, my Grimbald ? 5 
Grim. I have plaid my Part: 
For I have ſteebd the Fools that are to ae; ; 
Six Fools, ſo prodigal of Life and Soul, 
That for their Country, they devote their Lives 
: As Sacrifice to Mother Earth, and Wager: 
Ofm. Tis well; but are we ſure of Victory? 
bin. Grim. Why ask'ſt thou me? 
Inſpect their ald draw from thence thy Gueſs: 
Blood we muſt have, without it we are dumb. 8 


O/m. Say, where's thy F ellow-ſervants, . ? 
Woy comes not he ? 


Grim. For, he's a puling Sprig nt. "RT, 
Why didſt thou chuſe a tender airy Form, 
Unequal to the mighty Work of Miſchief ? 
His make is ſtitting, ſoft, and yielding Atomes ; 
He trembles at the yawning Gulph of Hell, 
Nor dares approach the Flame, leſt he ſhou'd ſinge 
His gaudy filken Wings. | 
Hr ſighs when he ſhou'd plunge a Soul in Sulphur, | 
As with Compaſſion tonch'd of fooliſh Men. | 
On. What a half-Devil's he? "ty 
His Errand was, to draw the Low-land Dampe, 
ants | And noiſom Vapours, from the foggy Fens : 
Then, breathe the baleful Stench, with all his Force, 
Full on the Faces of our chriſtned Foes. 
Grim. Accordingly he drein'd thoſe Marſhy-grounds 3 . 
And bagg d em in a bluc peſtiferous Cloud; 
Which when he ſhou'd have blown, the frighted Elf 
| Eſpy'd the red Croſs Banners of their Hot ; 
three | And ſaid he durſt not add to his Damnation. 
tali. Oſn. PII puniſh him at leiſure. 
:; Callin the Vidims to propitiate Hell. 
| Grim. That's my kind Maſter, I ſhall breakfaſt on em. 


Grimbald goes to the Door, and re-enters with fox Saxons in White, 


- 
q A 
n * 


* 
4 
* 
»:% 
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. with Swords in their Hands. They range tbemſelves three and 
. three in Oppoſition to each other, The of of the Stage is fill 4 with 
Prieſts and Singers. 


Oden, firſ? to thee, 


\ Y A Milk-white Steed, in Battle Won, 
We have Sacrific'd. 


Chor. We have Satrific'd, 
Verſ. Let our next Oblation be 
To Thor. thy n Sen, 
: Of ſuch another. 
Edge Chor. Ve have Sacrified,. 


6 MERE EN; Oer | 


Verl. A Third, (of Friezland Breed was b! 4 
To Woden's Wife, and to Thor's 2 oy 
And now we haue ada SO A 249i +7 
We have Sacrific'd... R CN 

Chor. Ve have Sacrific'd. 


2Voc.The. White Horſe neigh'd aloud. 
To Woden thanks we rendar. 
To Woden we have wow'd. 9 Fi 
Chor. Jo Woden, our Defender. ¶ The four laſt Lines in Chorus. 
Verſ. The Lot is caft, and Tanfan - + +a ab | | 
Chor. Of mortal ares yon ſpall be eas d, 
Brave Souls to be renown'd in x Story... | 
Honour prizing, 55 


Deatb de eſpifi . 


Fame acquiring 

By Expiring, : 

Die, and reap the fruit of Glory: 
Brave Souls to be renown'd in $ tory. 


Verſ. 2. Tall ze all 
To Woden s Hall; 
Your Temples mint” 
With toy bound, 
In Goblets crown'd 
And plenteons Boxuls of Bburniſb d Gold; 
Where you ſhall laugh, 
And dance, and qu 


The F uice, that us, & the Britons bold. 


The Ax Saxons are led off by the Prieſts, in nag to be Sacrific d. 
Ob. Ambitious Fools we are, 

And yet Ambition is a Godlike Fault: 

Or rather, tis no Fault in Souls born great, 

Who dare extend their Glory by their Deeds. 

Now Britany prepare to change thy State, | 
And from this Day begin thy Saxon Date. Exeunt Omnes. 


A Battle ſuppoſed to be given behind the Scenes, with Drums 
Trumpets, and Military Shouts and Excurſions: After which 
the Britons, expreſſing their Joy for the TR ſing this bong 
of Triumph. 


Ome if yo dare, our Trumpets found ; 
Come 57 yon ars, the Foes rebound : 


e come, Wwe come, We Come, We come, 


Says the double, double, double Beat of the thundring Dr um 
| New tbey aw on amain, 


: IP 
- hs 


| 


= 


Now they rally again : 
The Gods from above. the maid Labour behold, 
And pity Mankind that will periſh for Gold. 
The Fainting Saxons quit their Ground, 
Their Trumpets languiſh in the Sound 3 


The „ Brit naa, = - 


% fp, hoyfy, hy fy, theyfy; 
5 Vidtoria, Victoria, the bold Pricond! _ ot ED — 
* Now the Victory aon, ENS 1 ö 
To the Plunder we run : | REN 
We return to our Laſſes like Fortunate an ö 
Triumpbunt with Spoils of the Vanguiſb d Invaders. 


4 | ACT IL SCENE I. 
Is Enter Philidel. 
| Phil. Las, for Pity of this bloody Field! 
Piteous is needs muſt be, when I, a Spirit, 
Can have ſo ſoft a ſenſe of Humane Woes! | | 
Ah! for ſo may Souls, as but this Morn - 
Were cloath'd with Fleſh, and dum M with Vital Blood, 2 
But naked now, or ſhirted but with Air. 
_ Merlin, With Spirits, deſcends to Philigel, on 4 Chariot 525 
ragons. ' 
Mor. 5 are thou, Spirit, of was AE and Order ? 
(For I have view'd there in my Magick Glaſs) 
Making, thy moan among the Midnight Wolves. 
That bay the ſilent Moon: Speak, I conjure thee. 
"Tis Merlin bids thee, at whoſe awful Wand, ö 
The pale Ghoſt quivers, and the grim Fiend gaſpe. NG 
Phil. An airy Shape, the tendereſt of my Kind, ME 
The laſt ſeduc'd,.and leaſt deform*d of Hell; 
Half white, and ſhuffl'd in the Crow'd, I fell, 
Deſirous to repent, and loth to ſin; 
Awkward in Miſchief, piteous of Mankind, 
My Name is Philidel, my Lot in Air, 3 
Where next beneath the Moon, and neareſt Heav'n, 
I ſoar, and have a Glimpſe to be receiv'd, 
For which the ſwarthy Da mon _ me, 
Mer. Thy Buſineſs here; 
Phil. To ſhun the Saxon Wizard's dire Commands, 
3 Oſmond, the awfulbſt Name next thine below. 
ms Cauſe I refus'd to-hurl a noiſom Fog 


ich On Chriſten'd Heads, the Hue and Cry of Hell 
ng Is rais'd againſt me, for a Fugitive Spright. 


| Mer. O/mond ſhall know, a greater Power protects thee; 
But follow thou the Whiſpers of thy Soul, ; 

That draw. thee, nearer Heav'n. | 

And, as thy Place is neareſt to the 

The Rays will reach thee firſt, and bleach thy Scoot. 

Phil. In hope of that, I ſpread my Azure Wings, 

And wiſhin ran for yet I dare not pray, 

I bask in v. light, and behold with Joy 

My Scum work outward, and my Ruſt wear off. 


Merc. Why, 'tis my hopeful Devil; now mark me, (Philidel, 
J will employ thee, for thy future Good: ' | i 


Bey ; W — Thou 


© MERLIN, Bw 


Thou know'ſt, in ſpite of valiant Ofwald's Arms, - + 
Or Ofmend's powerful Spells, the Field is ours. 15 
Phil. Oh Maſter! haſten BS 
Thy dread Commands; for Grimbald is at Hand, 
Oe fierce Friend; I ſnuff his earthy Scent : © 
* 'Fhe conquering Britons he miſleads to Rivers, 
Or dreaful Downfals of unheeded Rocks ; 
Where many fall, that ne'er ſhall riſe again. 
Mer. Be that thy Care, to ſtand by Falls-of ww, 
And trembling Bogs, that bear a Green-Sword Show. 
Warn off the bold Purſuers from the Chacges:: 
No more, they come, and we divide the Task. 
But leſt fierce Grimbalis pond'rous Bulk 1 rn 
Thy tender flitting Air, I'll leave my Band 
Of Spirits with united Strength toaid thee, 
And Force with Force repel. '' 0 
[Exit Merlin on his Chariot, but his Spirits ba 03tZPhIlidel. J | 
Enter Grimbald in the Habit of a Shepherd. fuld by, King Arthur, 
Conon, Aurelius, AlbanaQt and Soldiers, who wander at a PRI 
in the Scenes. 
Grim. Here, this way, Britons, follow Qa. FI a 
This Evening as I whiſtled out my Dog, 
To drive my ſtragling Flock, and pitch'd my Fold, 
I faw him dropping Sweat, o'er-labour'd, tiff, 
Make faintly as ke could, to yonder Dell. | 
Tread in my Steps ; long Neighbourhood by Day 
Has made theſe Fields familiar in the Night, 
Arth. I thank thee, Shepherd; 
Expect Reward, lead on, we Follow thee. 
Phil. 2 Hither this away. this way bend, 
ſings. & Truſt not that malicious Fieud : 
FTJ)poſe are falſe deluding Lights, 
V. afted far and near by Sprights. 
Truſt 'em not, for they'll deceive ye; 
And in Bogs and Marſhes leave ye. 
Chor. of Phil. Spirits. Hither this way, this away bend. 
Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This way this way bend. 
Phil. 2 If you flep, no Danger thinking, 
_ tings. own you fall, a Furlong ſinking : 
NA Fiend who has annoy d ye; 
©...» Name but Heaw'n,, and hell avoid ye. 
chor. of Phil. Spirits. Hither this auay, this way bend. 
Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This way, this way bend. 
Philidel's Spirits. Truſt not that malicious Fiend. 
. "Grimbald's Spirits. Truft me, I am no malicious Fiend 
Philidel's Spirits. Hither this way, &c. £71 
Con. Some wicked Phantom, Foe to human Kind, 
Miſguides our Steps. 
Aba. Vl follow him no further. 
Er imb. Hei. BY Hell ſhe oy em back, in my Deſpite. 


* 


7 


- 1 * 1 
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I had a Voice in Heav'n, &erulp h'rous, Steams, : 
Had damp'd it toa Hoarſenefs: but Il try, 


He ſings. Let not a Moon-born ER mij "lead. * 


Chor. of Phil. Shin 
Chor. of Grimb. Spirit. . away, this av 4% 
Philidel's Sprits. Truft not that malicious Fiend. 

Grimb. Spirits. Truft me, I am no malicious Fiend. 

s Spirits. Hither this avay, &c. [They all incline to Philidel. 
ſpeaks. Curie on her Voice, I muſt my Prey forego ;* \ 
Thou, Philidel, ſhalt anſwer this, below. Grim. 4 nks with a La, 
Arth. At lait the Cheat is plain; ; 
The Cloven-footed Fiend is vaniſh'd from us; 


Philidel's 


Grim. 


Fut be caunot bence be gone; - 


75 16 73% 2 12 
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ith 


Fram our Prey, and from your Glory, 


Teo far, alas, he has betray'd es:: 


Follow the Flames, that warve beforys BEI 
Sometimes ſeu'n, and fametimes One; 


Hurry, Hurry, bu hurry on. Mo tonod 1g; 


See, ſee, the Font/leps plain 7 A th 
That Way Oſwald ehoſe for fin: 


Firm is the Turf, and fit for bearing, 
Where yonder pearly Dew: are ling. 
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Good Angels be our Guides, and bring us back. 


Phil. ſinging. Come * e ſolemn 


Chor, 
| Verſ. 


Chor. 
Verſ. 


Chor. 


Come follows, &c 
And me. * me. . me. wad me. 


2 Voc, And G, cen-Swvord all your way 4 be. 


Come fellow. &c. 
No Goblin or Elf all dare to offend ye... 
No, 10, no, &c. 


No Goblin or Elf all dare to gend ye. 


Verl; Vec. Vie Brethren of Air, 


Chor. 3 . 
Philidel and the Spirits go of Anzing. avith King +> Big a o 1 


Jon Heroes a bear 5 
To the Kind and the fair that attend ye. 
We. Brethren, &c, + 


of in the middle then. 
Enrer 


Em, No News of my dear Love, or of my Father ? 

Mat. Nome, Madam, ſince the gaining ot the c: 

Great Arthur is a Royal Conqueror nw: 

And well deſerves your Loye, - N 

Em. But nowI fear | 3 

He ll be too great, to love poor any me. 
C 


mmeline Jed by Matilda. Scene. Sails: 
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How ſhall I meet him in another World > © = ö : a 8 


= MERLIN, On, 


if 15 be dead, or never come again, OED” 
I mean to die: But there's a greater Doubt, al VEY 
Since I ne er ſaw him here, 1 33 bor 


Mat. I have head ſomething, Tow 1 two belle me; 5 
But how Souls join, I know not. 
Em. I ſhould find him. "IP 
For ſurely I have ſcen kim in my 8 DP; 
And then methought, he put his Mouth to mine, 
And eat a thouſand Kiſſes on my Lips. IP 
Sure by his Kiſſin I could find him out, | 
Among a tho Angels in the Sky. | | 
Mat. But what a kind of Man do you ſuppoſe him? . ] 
Em. He muſt be made of the moſt precious Things, ( 
And I believe his Mouth, and Eyes, and Checks, 
And Noſe, and all his Face, are made of Gold. 
Mat. Heav'n bleſs us, Madam, what a Face you make him 7 
If it be yellow, he muſt have the Jaundice, 
And that's a bad Diſeaſe. h 
Em. Why then do Lovers give a Thing ſo bad 
As Gold, to Women, whom ſo well they love? _ N 
Mat. Becauſe that bad thing, Gold, buys all good things. 
Em. Yet I muſt know him better : of all N 
Tell me which is the pureſt, and the ſoſteſt. | 
Mar. They ſay tis Black. ee e e 
Em. Why 3 ſince Gold is hard, and yet is . 


His Face — all be made of ſo black Sold. 


Mat. But, Madam 

Fm. No more; I have learn -d enough for once. 

Mat. Here are a Crew of Kentij5 Lads and Laſſes, 
Wou'd entertain ye, till your Eerd's Return, 


Wich Songs and Dances, to divert your Cares. 


Em. O bring em in, 
For tho I cannot ſee the Songs 1 b em; 
And Love, they tell me, is a Dance of Hearts. 0. 
Enter Shepherds and Shepherdefſes. | f 
Firſt Shepherd ſings, _ | 
Hou * are Shepherds, hows happy their Laſs, 
While Drums and Trumpets are founding Alarms! 
Over our lowly Sheds all 2 Storm paſſts; 
And awhen abe dit, "tis imeach others Arms. © 
All the Day os our Herds, and Flock anpheying © 
2 the Nig br on cur Fluten, a Te NONE: 0 
Chor. All ibe Day, & II. 
Brigbt Nymphs of Britain, <vith Grace attended, 
Let mt your Days without Pleaſure expire; © 
Homnr's but empty, and when Toath is niled, - 
All men will praiſe you, But mne <vill difire. 
Let not Youth fly away without Contenting ; 


Age will come time enough, * 
Chor. Let not Youth, &c. 7 AR 


2 


"The Brig Tnchauter. 1 8 11 


2 Shepherdeſs. 
| her Date ig, 
* n a Summer's * 
Bar hive after Taibhe 1 Fo 
Women have the _ to pay. 
Here are Marriage- -V ows for figning, 
Set their Marks that cannot write : 
After that, without Repining, Wes: 
Play and welcome, D 7 Night. ; 
Here the Women give the Men ContraQs, which they accept 
Chor. > Come, Shepherds, lead up, à lively Meaſure ; 
of all. F The Cares of Wedlack, o_ * of Pleaſure ; 
But whether Marriage ung J 9, Sorrow, 
Malie ſure of this Day, and hang io Morrow, 
N — Exeunt Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes, 
Enter on the other fide of the Stage, Oſwald and Guillamar. 
Ofv. The Night has wilder'd us; and we are falln 
Among their foremoſt Tents. 
Guil. Ha! what are theſe! 
They ſeem of more than vulgar Quality. 
Em. What Sounds are thoſe? They cannot Gar be Uiftane 
Where are we now, Matilda ? 
Mat. Juſt before your Tent. 
Fear not, they muſt be Friends, and they approach. 
Em. My Arthur, ſpeak, my Love; E. you return'd 
To bleſs your E mmeline t 
Oliv. to Guilla. I know that Face : _ 
»Tis the ungrateful Fair, who ſcornin mine, | 
Accepts my Rival's Love: Heav'n, thou'rt bounteous, 15 
Thou ow'ſt me nothing now. 
Mrt. Fear grows upon me: 
Speak what you are; ſpeak,\.or I call for Help. 
Ofw. We are your Guards: 
Mat. Ah me! Weare betray'd ; 3 tis Ofwald's Voice. 
Ew. Let em not fee our Voices, and then they cannot find us 
Ofw.. Paſſions in Men oppreſs d. are doubly ſtrong. 
I take her from King Arthur; there's Revenge: 
If ſhe can love, ſhe buoys my ſinking Fortunes: 
Good Reaſons both: I'll on Fear nothing, Ladies, 
You ſhall be ſafe. ; 
Oſwald and Guillamar (cine Fame and Matilda. 
Em. and Matil. Help, help! a Rape, a Rape! 
Ofev. By Heaven's ye injure me; tho Parce i is usd, 
Your Honour ſhall be facred. 
Em. Help, help, Oh Briwons, 4 
Ofw. Your Britons cannot | 
This Arm, thro all their OE Thall force my way; 
Vet neither quit my Honour ner my Prey. Exe. the Women crying. 
Enter AlbanaQ Copiais of the Guards, with Soldiers. * 
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A. Which way went th Alarm; . * 
_ -wx 3 Ne- the Caſtle. 
ox o this Victory; the whole bauch' 
All drunk or whoring : This way, low, low, 15 
Re--nter Albanact, Officer and Salatert. 40 Wa 
OH. How fits the Conqueſt on great Arthurs. Brow; 1 
4 Alb. As when the Loves with the King is EE, | 
0), go the Gain of Britain in a Kale, | 
ich weighing with the Loſs of Ermelo, | Trumpet nun. 


He thinks he's ſcarce a Saver, n 


Oc Hark! a Trumpet! A 

4b. Tis from Ofald has found Parte, 0 ; 7, >. 
An Eccho to King Arthur's friendly: Sommone TE . 
_ ſince he heard the Rape of Emmeline, Nn | 

o ask an Interview. u mpet en on the other p48 

Offic. But hark! already 5 (Oſwald. 
Our Trumpet makes reply 3 and ſee both preſent, Eater Arthur ant 

Arth. Brave Ojwald! We have meet on friendlier an e 
Companions of a War, with common Intereſt | #4) 
Againſt the bordering Pia: But times are cg 3 

Of. And Jam ſorry that thoſe Times are changtd 
For elſe we now might meet on Terms as friendly. 

Arth. If ſo we meet not now, the Fault's 2 o 


For you have wrong'd me much. 
O,. Oh you wou'd tell me, 
I call'd more Saxons in, t'enlarge my Bounds : 
If thoſe be Wrongs, the War has well rdretsd'y ye. 
Arth. Miſtake me not, I count not War a Wrong : 
War is the Trade of Kings, that fight for an gs ar : 
And better be a Lion, than a Sheep. 
 Ofv. In what, then, have I wrong'd FL ? 
Arth. In my Love, 
Ofwv. Even Love's an Empire too; the noble Soul 
Like Kings, is covetous of ſingle Sway. | 
Arth. ] blame ye not, for loving Emmeline : 
ut fince the Soul is free, and Love is choice, 
You ſhould have made a Conqueſt of her Mind, 
And not have forc'd her Perſon by a Rape. 
Ofw. Whether by Force, or Stratagem, we Fein! 
Still Gaining is our end, in War or Love. 7 
Her Mind's the Jewel, in her Body lock'd ; Begun: 
If 1 would gain the Gem, and want the Key; Ade . 
It follows J much ſeize the Cabinet: 


But fo ſecure your F ear, her Honour is ede d. 


Arth. Was Honour ever ſafe in brutal Hands; 
So fafe are Lambs within the Lion's Paw; 
Urgrip'd and plaid with, till fierce Hunger: calls, F211 
Then Nature ſhews it ſelt ; the cloſe-hid Nails abe 
Are firetch'd, and op d, to the panting Prey, HA TL 211 
* if indeed, you ; 1860 ſo cold a Toer, m Mp 1hd2fen 


1d. 
22d 


. Brus Inchanter, 


Ofev. Not cold, but ns: oral 
Arth. 'Then reſtore her: 
That done, I ſhall believe you kanotidble. : 'F 


Ofw. Think'ſt thou I will forego a Vidors Right ? 


Arth. Say rather, of an impious Raviſher. 
That Calle, were "It walld with Adamant, 


Can hide thy Head, but till to-Morrow's Dawn. 


Ofw. And e'er to Morrow 1 any: be a penn 
If Emmeline be kind or cruel, 


I tell thee, 4rthur, but to ſee this ths.” 


'That heavenly Face; tho not to have her mine, 
I would give up a hundred Years of Life, 
And bid Fate cut to Morrow. | 
Arth. It ſoon will come, and thou repent too late : 


Which to prevent, I'll bribe thee to be honeſt. 


Thy noble Head, accuſtom'd to a Crown, 

Shall wear it ſtill ; nor ſhall thy Hand forget 

The Scepter's Uſe : From Medway's pleaſing Stream, 
To Severn's Roar, be thine. 

In ſhort, reſtore my Love, and ſhare my Kingdom. 


Ofw. Not tho you ſpread my Sway from Thames to Vers 
Such Giſts might bribe a King, but not a Lover. 


Arb. Then prithee give me back my kingly Word 
Paſs'd for thy ſafe Returu; and let this Hour, 
In ſingle Combat, Hand to Hand, decide 
The Fate of Empire, and of Emmeline. 
Ofw. Not that I fear do I decline this Combat; 3 
And not decline it neither, but defer: 
When Emmeline has been my Prize as long 
As ſhe was thine, I dare thee to the Duel. 


Artb. I nam'd your utmoſt Term of Life ; to-Morrow. 


Ofw. Youare not Fate. 
Arth. But Fate is in this Arm. 
You might have-made a Merit of your Theft. 


Ofw. Ha! Theft! Your Guards can tell I ſtole her not. | 


Arth. Had I been preſent. 


Ofw. Had you been preſent, ſhe had been mine more nobly. 


Arth. There lies your way. 

Ofw. My way lies where I pleaſe. 
Expect (for Ofwald's Magick cannot fail) 
A long To- Morrow, e'er your Arms prevail: 
Or if I fall, make room ye Bleſt above, 


For one Who was undone, and dy'd for Love. Exit Oſwald, &c. 

Arib. There may be one black Minute e'er to-Morrow : 
For who can tell, what Power, and Luſt, and Charms, 
May do this Night? Tg e 5 Speed, to ane 
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a 8 arthur, deu ad Piles. 


Con Url up our Colours, and unbrace 5 1809 
Diflodge betimes: and quit this Raa b 0 
Arib. Have we forgot to conquer ? a hrs. "UI 
Aur. Caſt off Hope: bi een Hat T 
Th' imbattl'd Legions of Fire, Ar, and Ee. agizen i 
Are banded for our Foes. Y 1 6 749 bl, 
For going to diſcover, with the Dito 
Yon Southern Hill, which pramis'd to. the Sight | 
A Riſe more eaſy to attack the Fort. 
Scarce had we ſtept on the forbidden Ground, | 
When the Woods ſhook, the Trees flood brigling ops 
A living Tre nodded thro the Leaves. 
Arth. Poplars, and Aſpin-Boughs, a Pannick Fright. 
Con. We thought ſo too, and doubled ſtill our Pace, 
But ſtrait a rumbling Bound. like bellowing Winds, 
Roſe and grew loud 3 conſusd with How ls of Wolves, 
And Grunts of Bears 3 and dreadful Hiſs of Snakes; 
Shrieks more than human; Globes of Hail en 
An armed Winter, and inverted ra 
Arth, Dreadful indeed! 
Aur. Count then our Labour's loft: 
For other way lies none, to mount the Clift, 
Unleſs we borrow Wings, — thro Air. 
Arth. Now I perceive a Danger worthy me. | 
"Tis O/zond's Work, a Band of ell-hir* ds Slaves : 
Be mine the Hazard, mine ſhall be the Fame. 
Enter Merlin. 
Mer. Hold, Sir, le Heav'ns Time, ho Attempt's too * 
rous. 
There's not a Tree in that inchanted Grove, 
But maaabred out, and given by Tale to Fiends ; 5 
And under every Leaf a Spirit couch d. 
But by what Method to diſſolve theſe Charm, | 
Is yet unknown to me. 
Arth. Hadſt thou been bere, {for what « can thwart _ Skill 10 
Nor Emmeline had been the Boaſt of Ofwald; 
Nor I, ſorewarn d, beenwanting to her Guards. 
Ws, Her darken'd Eyes had een the Light of Heav'a ; 
That was thy Promiſt tao, and this the Time. 1 
Mer. Nor has my Aid been ahſent, tho unſee n, 
With friendly Guides in yonr benighted Maze: 
Nor Tinmeline ſhall longer want the Sun. 
ib. Is there an End of Woes ? 
Mer. There is, and ſudden. 
I have employ'd a ſubtle airy Spiright 
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F Con. But Emmeliue...-, ey $4 52 7 
v Mer. Fear not: This. Vial. ſhall . ket Sight. P ogy 
\ _ Arth, Oh might I hope (and what's . „ 
I To Merlins Art;) to be my ſelf the Bearer,  _ | 
I That with the Light of Heas' n ſhe may diſcern W 
. Her Lover firlt. Cope Ef $0} Ws; 
AJ Mer. Tis wondrous "LEM" "I ; 9 . i e 
1 Yet I foreſee, th' Event, tis fortunate. 2 


I'Il bear ye ſafe, and bring 3 ye back ar: 5 Ee Ons 
Then loſe not precious time, but follow : me. | 


SCENE, anne, 


1 Mn sen: ole tht 
Phil. Liek al-fafe behind * ei e are) 
For, in the hindmoſt Quarter of the Wood, F 
My former Lord, grim Q/mond, walks the | 54k" , YE: 
Calls o'er the Names, and ſchools the ey: Sprights | 
His Abſence gives me more Security. | 
At every Walk I paſs'd, I drew a Spe; 
So that if any Piend, abhorring Heay wd, 
There ſets his. Foot, it roots him 0 the Ground. | 
Now cou'd I but diſcover Emmeline. 
My Task were fairly done. 
Grim.* O Rebel, have I caught thee! 
Phil. Ah me! What hard-Miſhap ! 
Grim. What juſt Revenge !. T7 
Thou miſcreant Elf, thou Tenegsdo Scout, 
So clean, ſo farbiſh'd, ſorenew'd in Whue, 
The Livery of our Foes; I ſee thee thro.: 
What mak'ſt thou here? Thou trim Apoſtate, ſpealc. 
Thou ſhak'ſt for fear, I feel thy falſe Heart 58 5 
Phil. Ab mighty Grimbald, — 


— 


Who would not fear, when TSF in thy ſtrong  Gripe ! x „ | 
But hear me, Oh Renown' Oh worthy Fiend, ö _ 1 
The Favourite of our Chir | 'Y 


Grim. Away with Pn Flattery, 1 
The Fool of Fools; thou know ſt where laſt we net, : x 
When but for thee, the Chriffians had Been ſwallow'® | 23 1 
In quaking Bogs, and living ſent to Hell. | EST 1 

Phil, Ax, then I was ſedur d by Meritn's An . 1 
And half perfuaded by his — TIS, ; 
To hope for Heav'n ; as if eternal Doom 
Cou'd be revers'd, and undecreed for me: 755 — 
But I am now ſet right. 1 

Grim. Oh ſtill thou think'ſt to fly a Fool to Mark, — 1 
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* Phil. 1 fled frog, Mr Ae, free as” Kh be. Oe: cola ts 
'T* unfold to Oel his deep „ nn 1 oy _— 
Grim. I believe nothing: Oh thou 7 8 r 
When wert thou laſt in He © Is.n bs ena | _ or 
Forgot, and hlotted from th not Wo . 5 hos jm 1 
But fince thou ſay'ſt, thy Errand was to Ofen, 3 on oo "0 
To Ofmond ſhalt thou go: March, know thy Driver. 45 8 my pt 4 
Phil. Kneels : O ſpare me, Grinball, i, 7 are e, « 
Tempt Hermits for thee, in their Holy Cells, _ 1 moi 
And Virgins in their Dreams. Wes and to To, | 
Serin. Oanſt thou, a Devil; hope'to cheat a Dent” 10 4 
A Spy; why that's a ame abhorr d in Hell.” ee, ee 
Haſte forward, . ee e . ol, 1 
With Iron Spurs, my TY ; 
Pil. But uſe me Kindly has 1 A145 
Pull not fo hard, 9 
IU follow thee unforc'd : look, there's 45 Way. 3 
Grim. Ay, there's thy Way indeed ; but for more Surety - 8 


Pl keep an Eye behind : Not one Word more 
But follow decent. Ig Len out, r Phil. . 4. | 
Phil. So, catch him Spell. pas I 
Grim. (within.) Oh help me, Belp ne TIE. i ail] 
Phil. Why, What's the Matter?) b 2 Vi 
Grim. Oh, I am enſnardz ; It T6117 Os 


Heav'ns Birdlime wraps me round, and bee my we. 5 

Looſe me, and I will free the: 

Do, and Fl be thy Slave. | ITCH. * {i KK - .. 
Phil. What, toa Spy, a Name abhorr'd in Alen = | 1 
Grim. Do not inſult, Oh, Oh, I gro- to Ground; ; : * Was 

The fiery Net draws cloſer on my Limbs. 3 
Phil Thou ſhalt not have the Eaſe to — in Toments: r 

Be dumb for one half Hour; ſo beg wy Charm | | ble 07 
Can keep thee ſilent, and there lie l . ? 1 


Till Ofmond bade thy Chain. Philidet anbind bix « own! / Fe ers 
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Eater to lin Merlin, with a 2 in 10 Hand; and Art A 


Mer, Well laſt thou wrought the Safety with on Wis, 
My Philidel ; meritorious ON-2;- .: 5 
My other Work.requizes to. view the Wood, r 
And learn to make the dire Inchantments void. Sd og iT 
Mean time attend King Arthur in my Room; Lani Hr; 0] 
Shew him his Love, and with theſe: ſovereign Drops. ;; 
Reſtore her Sight. Exit Merlin, r 4 eld to ele. 18 


Phil. Ve muſt work, aue muſt haſte; A : 
Mon. Tide Hour i is pen 3 . 812 rs Me 
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5 © - En. Hal What was chat} Who 
1 I heard the Yoice ; tis dn, 

dz #&- Em. Some bleſſed Angel 1 15 
I Unſeal'd, they walk abroad; and; 
Comes ruſhing on, and Hand all; 
= a. Q | cavens | © Joy..of 
\ | n. F am FS, | 


| aw war RS 
3 Ab. [Aſide] O how I envy her, to be 8 
| Em. Stand dery 


weake 
Makes me. nor ſee, by ſeeing? n= 


En. The Sun tis ſure a Godz if thar b 

17 | oh deſt and SY 
a . 2 well art than, wig Mortals fo E” 
= o ſhine, and not to e 
How haſt thou lightan'd even. my We 

: And let in Knowledge, by anot 
I gaze about, new-born to Day « and 
A Swanger yer, an Infant of the Wor 
Art thou not 3 Matilda?. Mh 

7 Doſt thoumatilook and v 
is "Mat. For theſe Fights. 
: Are to . bs 


= 5 to have ſcen 
Comes alk at once, confornd 

fs But ah! what Thing i 
Or am I blind, or de I ſee bur. half? 
With all my Care, — * round aba, 


I cannot view my | Z i 
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16 MERLIN, Or, 
Phil. I fled from Merlin, free as Air that bore _ 
T unfold to O/niond all his deep Deſigns. 
Grim. I believe nothing : Oh thou fond Impoſtor, _ 
When wert thou laſt in Hell ? Is not thy Name 
Forgot, and blotted from th' infernal Roll? 
But fince thou ſay'ſt, thy Errand was to Oſinond, 
To Ojmond ſhalt thou go: March, know thy. Driver. 
Phil. Kneels : O ſpare me, Grimbald, A Lill be thy ſlave. 
Tempt Hermits for thee, in their Holy Cells, 
And Virgins in their Dreams. 
Grim. Canſt thou, a Devil, hope to cheat a Devil? 
A Spy ; why that's a Name abhorr d in Hell. 
Haſte forward, forward, or I'Il goad thee on 
With Iron Spurs, 
Phil. But uſe me kindly then: 
Pull not ſo hard, to hurt my airy Limbs ; 
I'll follow thee unforc'd : look, there's thy Way. 
Grim. Ay, there's thy Way indeed ; but for more alen 
I'll keep an Eye behind: Not one Word more, 
But foliow decently. Grim. goes vue, dragging Phil, Ade. 
Phil. So, catch him Spell. 
Grim. (within.) Oh help me, help me, Philidet. 
Phil. Why, What's the Matter ? 
Grim, Oh, I am enſnar'd; | 
Heav'ns Birdlime wraps me round, and glues my Wings. 
Looſe me, and I will free thee : 
Do, and [I'll be thy Slave. 
Phil. What, to a Spy, a Name abhorr'd | in Hell ? 
Grim, Do not inſult, Oh, Oh, I grow to Ground ; 
The fiery Net draws cloſer on my Limbs. 
Phil Thou ſhalt not have the Eaſe to curſe in Torments: 
Be dumb for one half Hour; ſo long my Charm 
Can keep thee filent, and there lie 


Till O/mond breaks thy Chain. Philidel nd. his orte: Fertrns 


Enter to him Merlin, awith a Vial in his Hand; aud Arthur, 


Mer. Well laſt thou wrought the Safety with thy Wir, 
My Ppilidel; go meritorious on: 
My other Work requires, to view the Wood, 
And learn to make the dire Inchantments void. 
Mean time attend King Arthur in my Room; 
Shew him his Love, and with theſe ſovereign Drops 
Reſtore her Sight. Exit Merlin, giving a Vial io Philidel. 


Phil. Ve muſt Work, WE muſt haſle ; 
Noon-Tride Hour 15 ne baſt, 


Sort es 


HE 
. 


5 


" Phitidel approaches Emeline, print! 
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Sprites that glimmer in the Sn, 
Into Shades already run. 
Oſmond will be here, anon 


Enter Emeline and Matilda, at the FE ond of the #4 
Arth, O yonder, yonder ſhe's already found? 
My Soul directs my Sight, and flies before it. 
Now, gentle Spirit, uſe thy utmoſt Art; | | 
Unſcal her Eyes; and this Way lead her Steps. | 
| Arthur <vihdraws behind the Sens, 
[Emeline and Matilda come forward to the Front. 


, Fr over ber 


Eyes out of the 

Phil. Thus, thus I infaſt 8 

Tbeſe Sovereign Des. 

Fly back, ye Ns, that cloud her Sight; 
And you, ye cryſtal Humour bright, 


Your noxious 'd' aw 
| Recover, and : ihe Day: * 
Now caſt your Eyes — and fe 
All but me. 


Em. Ha! What was that? Who ſpoke 2 

Mat. I heard the Voice; tis one of Oſmond's Fiends. 

Em. Some bleſſed Angel ſure; I feel my Eyes | 
Unſeal'd, they walk abroad, and a new Worl 1 


Comes * on, and Bands all gay before me. 


Mat. O Heavens! O Joy of Joys! ſhe has her sight! 
. Em. I am new born; I ſhall run mad for Pleaſure. 
[Staring on Matilda. 
Are Women ſuch as thou? Such glorious Creatures? _ 
Arth. [ Afide.] O how I envy her, to be firſt ſeen! 
Em. Stand farther; let me take my fill of Sight. bre ;. 
What's that above, that weakens my new 175 | 


Makes me not ſee, by ſeeing ? 


Mat. Tis the Sun. 
Em, The Sun! tis ſure a God; if that be Hear a, 
O if thou art a Creature, beſt and faireſt, 
How well art thou, from:Mortals ſo remote, 
To ſhine, and not to burn, by near 8 
How haſt thou lighten'd even my very 


And let in Knowledge, by another Senſe ! N 


J gaze about, new- born to Day and Thee; 

A Stranger yet, an Infant of the World! - | 
Art thou not pleas'd, Matilda? Way, like ws | 
Doſt thou not look and wonder? . 


Mat, For theſe Sights $995 
Are to m Eyes familiar. 45 f 
En. That's my Joy, 2 


Not to have ſeen be ber Foę ere 2 
Comes all at once, contoondng my Deligh 
But ah! what Thing am I? Fain ani 12 ; 


Or am I blind, or p - I ſee but half ? 
With all my Care, and looking round n 
I cannot view my Face. 


| Hat. None ſee Fanden 98 


Indeed it kiſs'd fo Cold, as if twere 


But by Reflection; in this Glaſs you ma Gives ber 4 Gl. 
Em. [taking the Glaſs, and looki 4 7.5 2 * 
It holds a Face within it: O ſweet | 
Tt draws the Mouth, and ſmiles, and jt upon me; 
And talks; but yet I cannor hear it ſpeak: 
The pretty thing i is Dumb. 
Mat. The pretty thin & 
You ſee within the Glaſs, is You; 
Em Whar, am I two? Is this another me? 2 
Indeed it wears my Cloaths, has Hands like mine,; 
And mocks whate'er T do; but that I'm ſure 
Fo a Maid, Fd ſwear it were my Child. (Matilda tooks, 
k my Matilda: We Both are in the Glaſs 
O! now 1 know it plain; they are our Names, 
That peep upon us there. | 
Hat, Our Shadows, Madam. 


Em. Mine is a prettier Shadow far, t Thine. 
I love it; let me kiſs my eee Self "ga 


ne. the Glaſs and hugging it. 
Alas, I've kiſs'd it Dead; the fine Aang 1 go ; * 


[Arthur c corpes forward fo oft; ; dane * bebind her. 
Tis here again. 


O! no, this Face is neither mine nor thine; 
I think the Glaſs has borne another Child. 5 
che terns and fees Arthur. 
Ha? What art thou with a new kind of Face, „ ſs 
And other Cloaths, a noble Creature 
But taller, bi "eger, fiercer in thy Look; 
Of a comptrofling Eye, majeſtic Make? 
Mat. Do you not know him, Madam ? 
2 Yes, und the tak f my Kin 
es, and the moſt un appy o 
If you have ma 7 your Love. Kh ay 2 
En. My deareſt Lord! 1 
Was my Soul blind ; and could not that look out, 
To know you, e'er * ſpoke ? O! O! Counter part 
Of our ſoft Sex; Well are you made our Lords: 
So bold, ſo great, ſo God-like are you form'd. 
How can you love ſuch filly Things as Women? 
Arth. Beauty like yours commands ; and Man was made 
But a more boiſterous, and a ſtronger Slave, 
To you, the beſt Delights of human kind. 
Em. But are ye mine ? Is there an end of War? 


Are all thoſe Trimpets dead themſelves, at laſt, 


That us'd to kill Men with their thund' ring Sounds? 
Artb. The Sum of War is undecided yet; 
And many a breathing Body muft hed 
Eer you are free. 
Em. How came ye hither then 
Arth. By Merlin's Art, to ſnatch a ſhort-liv'd Bliſs ; 
Ts feed my famiſh'd Love upon your Eyes, | 
One Moment, and depart. 5 
Em. O Moment; wortdb 
Whole Ages paſt, and all that are to cher 


I Love-lick * now e mourn; 3 N $i 


— — 


We B B11 13 U denise. 


kt is mutter 1 ro Sprites in vain, Ft 


ke me love him; all ſhall not cl my 8 al. ah 
125. Ha! Does the Inchantet pratil; i Hal ws you ? 
Is - he my Rival too? 7 


Pon es, but T * kin! 
hen he ſpoke, thro m If 
His | Voice look'd ug ly, 2 fic Bp rindi” on me: 
And then I firſt b. ad "hat I was blind, 
Not to behold Datnnajba, | 
Phil. This time is left me to torigratulare 
Your new-born Eyes, and tell you what ou i 
By Sight reſtor'd, and viewing Rim you. | 
Appear, you airy Forms. 3 
Way e 1 
* ſings. O!] Sight, the Mother of Deſres, 


WW bet charming Objects do 22 BY 
is ſweet ben tedious hor expires | 


To fee the roſy. M | 
The Mountain- opt, 2 paint the Puld ! | 
But whey Clorinda comes in Sight, Sg 
She makes 1 5 more Lu; 220 

And when [be got "tis Night. 


Cor. ¶ ben Fair Clorinds « comiy in Melt, Kc. 


Wom. ſings. Tit ſcpeet n l x od 
* Plains adorn d with peariy age 5 N 

But ſuch _— Delges ſe, nod tb ano; 
Give each —— ne Benn RI Feb lee 


8 This is the Foy, all Foyt above, &e 


Man fi And if «ve diſcover 
Nee "Bp hat A hs 257 nb * wo 
air at * 


N With * —— amorom⸗ 
On each other's Hes 


Chor. of all * and Women, 


And aue 
Phil. Beal, off your Mules; th "Ie Foes are nest. 
g [Spirits e 
_ Enter Me 
Mev. My Sor rite gn, * we have "inzarded too far 


But Love excuſes ou, and Preſcience' ms. 
Make haſte; f Ofmond bs; ev'n now alarm'd, 
And greedy of f Reveng „is haſting home, wen | 
Arb. O! take my dye with us or leave me here: 
Aer. I cannot 175 125 ſhe's held by Charms too ſtrong: 
Til wh with ECT, Fas be. as 5 ub $20 
when 1s. ut not 1 
NS . bags . 


5 


rj 0 — ey — . . = 4 1 * 9 ” . . 
ä — e 0 8 ' I 
Sr * 6 99 4 1 * * # 4 * 

2 * i x FR , 6 6. ab * ; 
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| Offend your Sight, but theſe are manly Signs; 


8 * * 


The Inchanter has no Pow'r on ey | 8 

En (to Arth.] Farewell, ſince we "mat part: When; you are 
\ 7 
1˙11 took? into my Glatz, juſt where you. look d, 21 
To find your Face again; 
If tis not there, I'll think on you ſo long, 4% 109 
My Heart ſhall make your Picture for my Eyes. | . 

Arth. Where-e er Igo, my Soul ſhall Ray wich Thee: 1 

*Tis but my Shadow that I rake away: _ ha 
True, Love is never happy but by halves; 


1 © £9 


An April Sun-thine, that by firs appears, 


It ſmiles by Moments, bt f it mourns by Vears. 


reunt Arthur and Merlin at one Bd. 
«Enter Oſmond at. the other Door, eng gaxes on * and ſle 
l * 


Em. Matilda, fave me from this ugly x Thing, 
im? 


Thie Foe to fight, ſpeak ; doft thou know 


Mat. Too welt ; dis Dfwald's Friend, the great Magician. 
Em. It cannot be a. Man, he's e unlike the Man I love. 
Oſm. I Aſide 4 Death to * es, ſhe ſees! 5 
Em. I wiſh I could not; but I'll cloſe i e 
And ſhut out all 1 can —— bu 4 not * | 
Winking I fee thee fill, thy odious Image 
Stares full into my Sdul : and there infe the Room! 
My Arthur ſhou'd po feb. - 1 Jury ere of 
Ofm. [Aſide.] I and too Ines: er EW 
That Merlin, and her Lover, have been here. 
If I was fir'd before. when ſhe was blind, 


* Ey 1 dart Lightning now, ſhe muft ben mine. 


2 pe dreadful Thing, tell me'thy Buſineſs here ; 
And, i thou can'ſt, reform thar odious Face; . i 
Look not fo grim upon me. 

Oſm. My Name is O/mond, and my en Lore. 
Em. Thou haſt a grizly Look; * what thou n. 
If I durſt tell thee ſo: 

Oſm. My Pent-houſe W and my maggy Beard 5 
Faint White and Red abuſe your Expectations: 5 
Be Woman; know your Sex, and love full Pleaſures. 

En. Love from a Monſter, Fiend? 

O/m. Come you muſt love, or you muſt ſuffer Love; 7 


No Coyneſs, none, for I am Maſter here. 


Em. And when os Ofeald give away his Power, 
That thou preſum ſt to rule? Be ſure 11. tell him: 
For as I am his Priſoner, he i is mine. 

Opn. Why then thou art a Captive to a Captive, 


"Ofer: labour'd with the Fight, oppreſt with Thirſt: 


That Oſald whom you 8 call'd for Drink : 

I mixt a fleepy Potion in his Bowl, | 1 
Which he and his Fool- Friend quaff 4 or: WD 435 
The happy Doſe wrought the defird 3 
Then to. 4 Dungeons depth T ent both Bound: . 
Where flow'd with Snakes and Adders now the lodge; >. 
Two Planks their Beds, flipp'ry with Ooſe and 

The Rats bruſh o'er their PI with thar Tails, 


And croaking Paddocks crawl upon their Limbs, © 3 La 
SINCE 


7 


Cupid. No part of my Dominion ball be waſte ; 
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* 


Since when the Garriſon depends MK... .- 
Now know you are my Slave. e be. 
Mat. He ſtrikes a Horrour thro my Blood. 
Em. I freeze, as if his impious Art had fix'd. 


* 


29 
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My Feet to Earth. 


Oſm. But Love ſhall thaw ye. a nr“ bus 
I'll ſnew his Force in Countries cak'd with Ice,. | 
Where the pale Pole-Star in the North of Heav n 
Sits high, and on the froſty Winter broods; = 
Yet there Love reigns; For Proof, this Magick-Wand + 
Shall change the Mildneſs of fweet Britain's Clime | 
To Iceland, and the fartheſt Thule's Froſt, = 
Where the proud God, diſdaining Winter's Bounds, 
O'er-leaps the Fences of Eternal Snow. | 511 
And with his Warmth ſupplies the diſtaat Sun. 


Oſmond ſtrikes the Ground with bis Wand : The Scene changes to 
4 Profpett of Winter in Frozen Counties. 


Cupid Deſcendi. 


= 


Cup. 6 What ho, thou Genius of the Clime, what bo ! 


ſings. Y Ly ft thou aſleep beneath thoſe Hills of Snow? . 


And Winter from thy furry Mantle ſhake. 
Genius Ariſes. 


Genius. bat Power art thou, «who from below 


Haſt made me niſe, unwillingly, and flow, . 

From Beds of everlaſting Snow | 1 
 See'ft thou not how ſtiff and ævond roms old, 

Far unfit to bear the bitter Cold, 

i can ſcarcely move, or drau my Breath: 

Let me, let me, freeze again to Death. 


Cupid. Thou doating Fool forbear, ar; 

What, doſt thou dream of Friezing here? 

At Love's appearing, all the Sky clearing, 

The ſtormy Winds their Fury ſpare : 
WW inter ſubduing, and Spring renewing, 
Beams create a more glorious Tear. a Y 

T hou doating Fool, forbear, forbear, 
What, doſt thou dream of Friezing here? 


Genius. Great Love, I know thee now ; 
Eldeft of the Gods art thou: _ 
Heav'n and Earth by thee «vere made, 
Human Nature 
Ts thy Creature, 
Every where thou art obey d. 


$7 . ” ad 


0 Sway, and ſing my Praiſe, = 
Ev'n bere I vill. People » 1 e 
Of kind embracing Lovers, and embrac d. : 
[Cupid waves his Wand, upon which the Scene opens, and 
a yo A krolpect of Ice and Snow to the end of the 
Stage, Singers A Men and Women appear, 
; 35 e is IF 


ol 


7 . 
*. „ « 


MT 
8 
: 


—. DA” BE iS g os e 7 "4. * 
2 b s 
wo n "<< Eb. 1 — < * 2 o Z * * 6 
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3 be, we aſſemble, 
92 a 24 | 
" quiv'ring with Cold, 
wi chiitter aud thnible. 
Cupid. *93s I, tis I, "tis I, that have ewarm'd ye; 
: In ſhite of cold Weather, 6» | 
Ive brought you tog ogether > . 

'Tis J. "tis 1, "tis I, that have arm d ye. 3 
Chor. N Love, "th Love, "tis Love, 0 bas warn'd 11 
. In ſpite of cold Weather, 

He brought Ks together „ 

: *Tis Love, "tis Lowe, tis Love that has anda. 
Cupid. Sound a Parley ye Faix, and ſurrender ; 
7». os a ſh: 1 . "opp 
* naler, 
Who e , bie, 3 
Hut the 2 Pretende n 


1 7 ſure to N 


EX LTV. CY 


Tincs the Fruit of Defre is : 
*Tis unmaniy to Df and re. ; 

When we kneel for Redreſſine, © 
We move your Diſdain« 

Love was made for a Ble ſing, 
And not for a Pain. 


rA Dance ; after which the Singers 5 Dubrer, depart. 1 


Em. I could be pleas'd with any one but thee, 
Who entertain d my Sight with ſuch 11 Shows, 
As Men and Women moving here a ” ere; a 
That courſing one another in their der. 
Have made their Feet a Tune. 
Ofſm. What Coying it again? 
No more; but make me happy to wy Guf 
That is, without your. ſt ruggling. 
Em. From my Sight, 
Thou, all thy Devils in one, thou dar'fi not orcs me. 
Ofm, You teach me well, I find you would be raviſh'd, 
IIl give you that Excuſe your Sex defires. 5 
[He begins to lay bold on ber; and they frngghs, 
Grim. [within.} O Wy me, Mafter, help me 
 Ofm. Who's that, my Grimbald! Come and help thou me. 
For tis thy Work to aſſiſt a Raviſher. 
Sem. Cube] 1 cannot fiir ; Tam Spell-caught by Pau, 
1 655 purs d within a Net, 


ith a huge heavy Weight of Holy Words, _ 

Laid on my Head, that keeps me down from riſing, 

E Ti read dem backw; d releaſe * Bonds 
Mean time goin; — * Op Emeline, 


Prepare your Kel, and eaſe my 7 Drady 
Ban if you will will - fairly be 3 1 59 1 


Exit Oſmond. 


* 1 Ne 1 Pan Friend! | 
ea px 5 
feav'n ever breftnnt 6 thy Tip uppliant's Ad, 


yd. 


ke 
m len Emeline and Matilda. 
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ACT Iv. SCENE 1. 


Enter Oſmond folus.. 


Tow I am ſertled in my Force - full Sway ; ; 

Why then, I'll be luxurious in my Love; 
Take my full Guft, and ſetting Forms aſide, | 
III bid the Slave that fires my Blood, lie down. \ 


[Seems to be going 5 
Enter Grimbald, who meets . 
Grim. Not ſo faſt, Maſter, Danger threatens * 
There's a black Cloud, deſcending from above, 
Fall of Heav'n's Venom, burſting o'er thy Head. 
Oſm. Malicious Fiend, thou ly'ft, For I am fene'd - 
By Millions of thy Fellows, i in my Grove: 
ad thee, when i freed thee from the Charm, | 
Run ſcouring thro*' the Wood, from Tree to Tree; * 
And look if all my Devils were on Duty, | 
Hadſt thou perform'd thy Charge, thou tardy Sprite, 
Thou wouldſt have vw no Dan er 2 me. 0 ; 
8 Grim. When did a Devil fail in A 1 
q Poor Mortal, thou thy ſelf art von ; = 
I have been here, and thence I bring this News. N 
Thy fatal Foe, great Arthur, is at hand; | 5 
2 has ta en his time while thou wert abſent, 5 
T” obſerve thy Character, * Force, and Nature, 
And — 1 is Spells. 
Oſm. The Devil take Merlin; | 
T'11 = em all a- new, and inſtantly, 2 of 
All of another Mold; be thou at * "EEO 
Their Compoſition was before, of Horror; 
Now they ſhall be of Blandiſhment, and Love; 
Scducing Hopes, ſoft Pity, tender Moans; 
Art ſhall meet Art: and, when they think to win, | 
The Fools ſhall find their Labour to begin. _ 5 
Buer Arthur, and Merlin at another Door. JF 
Scene of the Wood continues. 
Herl. Thus far it is permitted me to go; 
But all beyond this Spot is fenc'd with Charms; 1 j 
I may no more, but only with Advice. | | | . 
Arb. My Sword ſhall do the reſt. : | 
Merl. Remember well, that all is bur Illuſton; 5 9 
Go on; Stars attend thee. 3 * 
Merl. Yet in Prevention SS ee in, wall 
Of what may come, Pit leave my Pbih t , 1 
To watch thy Steps, and with him leave m Wand; 3 1 
The touch of which, no earthy Fiend can ot | 
In whate'er Shape transform d, but muſt wy down 
His borrow'd Figure, and conſeſi the 5 
Once more Farewell, and proſper. . Exit Merlin | 
Arth. (walking.] No Danger yet, 1 fee ne Walls of Fire, 
No Gly cle nds, with Forms obſeeney - * : 


* 
Ba. © 955 W 


To grin from far 6n flaming Battlements. 

This is indeed the Grove L ſhould deftroy ; . -. - 

But where's the Horror? Sure the Prophet err'd. 
Hark! Muſick, and the warbling Notes of Birds; 


[ft Muſoch, 


Hell entertains me, like ſome welcome Gueſt, 
More Wonders yet; yet all delightful too, 

A Silver Current to forbid my Paſſage,  —__ 
ind yet t invite me, ftands a Golden Bridge: 

Perhaps a Trap, for my unwary Feet, 

Jo fink and whelm me undet neath the Waves; 

With Fire or Water, let him wage his War, 

Or all the Elements at once; I'll on. 


At be is going to the Bridge, two Syrens ariſe from the Water; 
; =. ſheww thimſelves ta = oh cal Ing. * 
x Syren. O paſs not on, but flay, l 
_ And waſte the joyous Day 
With us in gentle Play: 
Unbend to Love, unbend to thee : 
0 5 thy Sword aſide, 
And other Arms provide; | 
Hor other Wars attend thee, 5 3 
a And ſeverter to be try d. FRE 
Cor. For other Mars, &c. 3 


Both ſing. Two Daughters of this aged Stream are db; 
Aud both our Sea. green Locks have comb'd for thee 4 
Come bathe with us an Hour or two, © 
me naked in, for weareſo;, ¼ö) 
What Danger from a naked Foe? 
Come bathe with us, come bathe, and ſbare, 
What Pleaſures in the Floods appear; 8 
We'll beat the Waters till they bound, bt 
And circle round, around, around, 
And circle round, around. 1 
Arth. A lazy Pleafure trickles thro my Veins; 
Here could I ftay, and well be cozen'd here, 
But Honour calls; is Honour in ſuch haſte ? 
Can it not bait at ſuch a pleaſing Inn? 
No; for the more I look, the more I long : 
Farewell, ye Fair Illufions, I muſt leave ye, 
While I have Pow'r to fay, that I muſt leave ye, 
Farewel, with half my Soul I ſtagger offi 
How dear this flying Victory has 1 ht 
When if I ſtay to ſtruggle, I am loft, 


Ai be is going forward, Nymphs and Sy lvans come out from behind 
o Trees. A Baſe and two Trebles ſing the following Song to & 
| inuet. : | 


Dance with a Song; All wh Branches in their Hands, 
, ee | 
How pleaſing bis Pain} © Ang 
How ſweet to diſcover, | _ 
Hie fogbs not in uain 
Jer Lope eff ry Greaturs | 
I form'd by bis Nature; * 


4 
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ö N ey. are aboue N N ener Mw 
Tos Phaſures f . N 8 3 K N 
The Dance continues with the Game Meaſure 6 ply 'd ike * 
II. 0 
In vain are 0 our or Ghaces, oth „ 
In vain are your Eyes, 85 | 5 
e 


Age furrows , 
"Tis time to be wiſe. 


_— uſe the ſhort Bleſſing, 5 


T hat flies in Poſſe 
No 505 are Loh ; 
The Pleaſures of Love. 


Arth. And what are theſe Fantaſtick Fairy Joys, 
To Love like mine? Falſe Joys, falſe Welcomes all. 
Be gone, ye Sylvan Trippers of the Green; 

Fly after Night, and overtake the Moon. 


[ Here the Dancers, Singers and . van 
This good ly Tree ſeems Queen of all 9 2 


The Ringlets round her Trunk declare her * 
Of ma S idmgbe.Sabbecde revell'd here. 8 5 | | 
Her will I firſt attempt. 1 
[Arthur ſtrikes at the Tree, and cuts it ; Blood ſpouts out of #, 4 2 
Groan follows, then a Sbriek. | { 
Good Heav'ns, what monſtrous Prodigies are theſe! — 1 


Blood follows from my Blow; the wounded Rind | 
Spouts on my Sword, and Sanguine dyes the Plain. 9 
[He ſtrites again + A Voice of Emeline from bebind. 
Em. I from behind.) Forbear, if thou haſt Pity, ah, forbear ! 
Theſe Groans proceed not from a ſenſeleſs Plant, 
No Spouts of Bloed run welling from a Tree. | 
Arth, Speak what thou art; I charge thee ſpeak thy Being; 4 
Thou that haſt made my curdled Blood run back, f 
My Heart heave up, my Hair to riſe in Briſtles, 9 
And ſcarcely left a Voice to ask thy Name. 


{Emeline breaks out of the Tree, ſhowing ber Arm Hoody. | 

Em. Whom thou haſt hurt, Unkind, and Cruel, ſe; 
Look on this Blood, ttis fatal till, to me 
To bear thy Wounds, my Heart has felt em frſt. 5 

Arib. Tis ſhe; Amazement roots me to the Ground | 

Em, By cruel. Charms, dragg d from m 7 peaceful Bower: | 
Fierce Oſmond clos'd me in he indi ark ; if 
And bid me ftand expos'd to the bleak” Winds, ; 
And Winter-Storms, and Heav'ns Inclemency, 
' Bound to the Fate of this Hell-haunted Grove ; 
So that whatever 4 word, or ſounding Axe, 


Shall violate this Plant, muſt pierce my Fleſh, | 
And, when that falls, I die. 


Arth. If this be true, - | 
O never, never to-be-ended Charm, 


A leaſt by me; yet all may be Illufian. 


Break up ye thick'ning Fogs, and filmy Miſte; | RT 
All that belie my Sight, and cheat my Senſe, 
For Reaſon Rl ee, vi not ſfe, 


A 
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\M:B RLIEN Of © 
And thus refolv'd-—[Lifts up bis vat, ar going fo got 
Em. Do, ftrike Le e 
And ſtrew my mangled Limbs, with ev t Stroke 1 
Wound me, and doubly kill me, with Unkind nen. 
That by thy Hand I fell. | 
mg ; What ſhall I do, ye Powers? 
_ down thy vengeful Sword ; "tis 55 bere: : 
What need of Arms, where no Defence is made ? 
A Love-fick Virgin, panting with Deſire, 
No conſcious Eye t'intrude on our Delights ; 
For this thou haſt the Syen's Songs deſpis isd; 
For this, thy faithful Paſſion I reward; | 
Haſte then, to take me Janging to thy Arms. 
Arth. O Dove? O Merlin! whom ſhould I believe ? 
Em. Believe thy ſelf, thy Youth, thy Love, and me; 
They only, they, who pleaſe themſelves, are wiſe : 
Difarm thy Hand, that mine may meet it bare. 
Arth. By th leave, Reaſon, here I throw thee off, 
Thou Load of Life: If thou wert made for Souls, | 
Then Souls ſhould have been made without their Bodies, 
If, falling for the firſt created Fair, 
Was Adam's Fault, Great Grandfire I forgive thee; 
Eden was loft, as all thy 3 loſe it. 77 FR —_ 
[Goin towards line, and i 
: | a Emer Philidel . tha 
Phil. Hold, poor deluded Mortal, hol thy Hand ; 
Which if thou gir'ſt, is plighted to a Fiend, 
For Proof, behold the Virtue of this Wand; | 
, I's; infernal Paint ſhall vaniſh from her F ace, 
And Hell ſhall ftand reveal'd, 
[Strikes Emeline with 4 Hand, who ftrait deſcends; Philidel 
runs to the Deſcent, and pulls up Grimbald, and binds bim. 
Now ſee to whoſe Embraces thou wert falling. | | 
Behold the*Maiden Modeſty of Grimbald, 
The groſſeſt, earthieſt, uglieſt Fiend i in Hell. 
Ari b. Horror ſeizes me 
To think what Headlong Ruin I have tempted. 
PE Haſte to thy Work; a Noble 4 or two 
Ends all the Charms, and difinchants the Grove. 
II hold thy Miſtreſs bound. | 
Arth. Then here's for Earneſt ; 
[Strikes tire or thrice, and the Thee falls, er ſinks : A Peal > 
Thunder immediate follows,, with dreadful Howlings. 
"Tis finiſh'd, and the Dusk that yet remains, 
Ts but the native Horror of the Wood. 
But I muft loſe no Time; rhe Paſs is free ; 
Th' unrooſted Fiends have quitted their Abods ; 
On yon proud Towers, before this Day be done, | 
My glitt'ring Banners ſhall be wav d 48 the fetting Sun. 
(Exit Arthur, 
Phil. Come on, my furl Slave; come ſtalk along, 
And ftamp a Mad-man's Pace, and drag thy Chain. 
Grim. I'Il champ and foam upon't, tiſl the blue Venom 
Work upward to thy Hands, and 1 their Hold. 
Phil, Know'ſ thou this pow'rful Wand; tis lifted up; 
— ou Stroks would ſend thee to the Center, 5 


We BAITI 8A IV enAAT IR. * 


Benumb'd and dead, as far as Souls can die. BHD. 
Grim. I would thou would'ſt, - Me 7s 
: 5 be whoop'd thro Hell at my R | | 
orious from the Miſchief I deſign'd. 
ay And therefore fince thou loath' f Etherial T 
1 The Morning Sun ſhall beat on thy black — 
The Breath thou draw'ſt ſhall be ale Air, 
Hoſtile to thee; and to thy earthy M: 
60 light, ſo thin, m_ hes fhalr e for want 72 1 
Of thy groſs Food, till gaſping thou ſhalt . 1 
And blow it back, all ſoory to the Sky. 
_ [Exit Philidel, dragging Grimbald after bm, 


ATE SSCESS b: 


" Enter Oſmond in a Fright. | 
Of. Rimbald made Priſoner, and = Grove defievy'l | 3 
9 what can ſave me Hark, 175 Drums and 
rumpets ! [ Drums and Trumpets within. 
Art bur is . on ward to che Fort, 
I have but one Recourſe, and that's to Ofwald; | 
But will he fight for me, whom I have. injur'd ? 
No, not for me, but for himſelf he muſt ; 
Tu urge him with the laſt Neceſſity. 
Better give up my Miſtreſs than my Life. | OS, 
His Force is much unequal to bis Iz: © ; 
True; — But I'll help him with my utmoſt Art, 
And try tunravel Fate. Li + Ofinond, 
Ener Arthur, Conon, Aurelius, Albanact, and Soldiers. 
Con. Now there remains but this one Labour more; 
And if we have the Hearts of true-born Britons, 
The forcing of that Caſtle crowns the Da 
Aurel. The Works are weak, the Garriſon b but thin, 
Diſpirited with frequent Overthrows; 
Already wav'ring on their ill-mann'd Walls 
Alb. They ſhift their Places oft, and skulk from War, 
Sure Signs of pale Deſpair, and caſy Rout ; 
It ſhews they place their Gonkidence | in Magick, 
And when their Devils fail, their Hearts are dead. 
Arth, Then, where you ſee em 8 wel, | in Motion, 
And ſtagg ring in their Ranks, there preſs em Home; 
For that's a Coward Heap—How” s this, a Sally? 
Bier Oſwald, Guillamar, and Soldiers on the other Side. 
Beyond my Hopes, to meet em on the Square. 


 Ofe. Brave Britons bold ; and thoy their rn Chief, 


Attend what Saxew QOfwald will propoſe. __ 
He owns your Victory; but whether owing 
To Valour, or to Fortune, that he doubts, 
It a0 dug! ones N. A of to OE, has 
ingled from a Croud, will tempt a 
The of Ofwald offers, let our Troops - For | why 
And Hand to Hand, let us decide our Strife: 3 
This is refus'd, bear witnefs Earth and Hedv', 


'Thoy ftcal'ft a Crown and Miſtreſs yndeſery'd, 


. 


% 
oy wel 


' 


1 NM. E RE HV. G, | 
Ab. I'll not uſurp thy Title of .a-Robber, 

Nor will upbraid thee, Jo — e Je a 
This ſingle Combat, which thou didit avoid; 
So glad I am, on any Terms to meet thee, | 
And not diſcourage thy repenting Shame, 
As once Æneas my fam'd Anceitor, -. - _ 
Betwixt the Trojan and Rutilian Bands, 
Fought for a Crown, and bright Latinia's Bed; 
So will I meet thee, Hand to Hand oppos'd ; 
My auguring Mind aſſures the ſame Succeſs. 5 
[To bis Men.] Hence out of View; if Iam lain, or yield 
Renounce me, Britons, for a Recreant Knight; fr 
And let the Saxon peacefully enjoy _ 
His former Footing in our famous Ifle. 
To ratify theſe Terms, I ſwear ——— 

Oſw. You need not; : 
Your Honour 1s of Force, without your Oath. 


. 


J only add, that if I fall, or yield, 

Yours be the Crown, and Emeline 

Arib. That's two Crowns. 

No more; we keep the looking Heav'ns and Sun 

Too long in ExpeQation of our Arms. Es . 
. | 38 [Both Armies go clear off the Stage. 

They fight with Spunges in their Hands, dipt in Blood: after ſome 
| _ Paſſes and Cloſing, they appear beth wounded : Arthur ffum- 

es among the Trees, Oſwald falls over him, they both riſe ; Ar- 

thur <vounds bim again, then Oſwald retreats. Enter Oſmond 
from among the Trees, and with bis Wand, ftrikes Arthur's Sword 

+ out of bis Hand, and Exit. Oſwald purſues Arthur. Merlin 

enters, and gives Arthur his Sword, and Exit; they cloſe, ant 
Arthur in the Fall, diſarms Oſwald. | | 


Arth, Confeſs thyſelf o'ercome, and ask thy Life. 
Ofw. Tis not worth ine when tis in my Power. 
Arth. Then take it as my Giſt. Dn | 
Oſw. A wretched Gift, : 
With Loſs of Empire, Liberty and Love. Lp 
[.4 Concert of Trumpets within, proclaiming Arthur's Viftory ; 
. eokile they ſound, Arthur and Oſwald ſeem to confer. 
*Tis too much Bounty to a vanquiſh'd Foe ; 
Yet not enough to make me fortunate. Fx 
Arth. Thy Lite, thy Liberty, thy Honour ſafe, 


Lead back thy Saxons to their ancient Elb: 


I would reſtore thee fruitful Kent, the Gift 
of Vortigern for e ill- bought Aid, 
But that my Britons brook no Foreign Power, 
To lord it in a Land, facred to Freedom; | 
nd of its Rights, tenacious to the laſt. | 
Of. Nor more than thou haſt offer'd would J take, 
I would refuſe all Britain, held'in Homage; 
And own no other Maſters but the Gods. OTE SS. 
nter on one Side, Merlin, Emeline, and Matilda, Conon, 
Aurelius, Albanact, with Britiſh' Soldiers, bearing King Ar- 
thur's Standard diſplay d. On the otber Side, Guillamar, and 
Ofmond, with Saxon Soldiers, dragging their Colours on the 
 Growd, ILAtthur going to Emmelin, and embracing ber. 1 


8 


We BRI ISR INCHANTER, 
Artb. At „ th, at length, I have thee in my Arms; 5 
Tho our maley'lent Stars Eee ſtruggled hard, 
And held us long aſunder. 
Em. We ie fitted for each other's — 

That Heav'n had err'd, th\malgpig of a third, 
To get betwixt, and intercept our Loves. 
Ou. Were there but this, this only Sight to ſee, | 
The Price of Britain ſhould' not buy oh Stay." - 

Mer. Take hence that Monſter of Ingratitade, 
Him who betray'd his Maſter, bear him hence, 
And 1n.that Joathibme Dungeon plunge him deep, 
Where he plung'd noble Ofevald. | 

Oſm. That indeed is fitreſt for me, 
For there I ſhall be near my Kindred Ficnds, 
And ſpare my Grimbald's Pains to bear me to em. 
[Is carried off. 


Mer. [to Arth. ] Fe or - this Day Palm, and for an 2 Acts, 


Thy Britain freed, and foreign Force cxpell'd, 
Thov, Arthur, haſt acquir'd a future Fame, 
And of three Chriſtian Worthies art the - , * 
And now at once to treat thy Sight and Soul, ck 
Behold what rolling Ages ſhall produce: © © 
The Wealth, the Loves, the Glories of our ile, | 
Which yet like Golden Ore, unripe in Beds 
Expect the warm Indulgen cy of Heav'n n pn. 
To call em forth to. Light | 
[To Ofw.] Nor thou, brave Saxon Prince, diſdain our Tvigwphs! - 
| Britons and Saxons ſhall be Once one People: 
One common Tongue, One common Faith ſhall bind : 
Our jarring Bands, in a perpetual Peace. 225 
[Merlin waves his Wand: Bo * changes and lieren the beb- 
tiſh Ocean in 4 Storm. tos in a Cloud above: Four Winds 
banging,” Rec. 
Bet er ſinging RJ 
Je Huſt 'ring Brethren of the & jes, 1 
Whoſe Ereath Fab raffed all the N N 
Retire, and let Britannia riſe, FL 
In Triumph o'er the Main. th dation 
Serene and calm, and void of Res, " 
The Queen of [Nands muſt appear s 
| Serene and calm, as when the Spring. | 
» © _ The New-created Morld began, „„ 
And Birds on Bougbs did ſoftly ſing, © © 
Their peaceful Homage paid to Man ; 
While Eurus did bis Bla 7257 forbear, 
In favour of the tende | k 
f 2 1 Winds, retreat 
Ty hollow Rocks, your ſtorm Feat; 
e ſwell your” Lies. „an vainly, vainly tear. 


[Zolvs aſcends, and the four Winds fly off. The Scene ope 
and diſcovers a calm Sea, to the End of the Stage. at 
Iſland ariſes, to a ſoft Tune; Britannia ſeated in x. Iſland, 
with Fiſhermen at her Feet, Sc. The Tune changes, the 
Fiſhermen come aſhore, and dance awhile ; efter which, Pay 
and a Nereid.co come on the Stage, and ng q n 
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Fog by Greens 5 5 | = 


age Tus wack 


Song of Three Parts. 


For folded locks, on fruitful Plains, 
The Shepherds aide Fries Gains, 
Fuir Britain all the World ontvies ; 


And Pan, as in Arcadia 
aa ch mixt eh Prot l. 


II. 
mi on as Plc Was "4 
ritiſh Wool is- ; 
' Mines can —— a 
eps the Peaſant — the . 
And takes for Kings *” Tyrian = 


Kama over | betwirt Pan and the Non. 
After which the. IX Dives Ewa. and goes on. 


Enter c with Three Peaſants, who ang this Song in Parts. 


R * Fur. Hay # is md and our Corn is 'd; N54 
Eee lie ea y 


Come, my Boys, rom 5, 


74 - 
mexrily H. 5 
Chor. Come, my | ih &e. 4 "ou 


4 Man, We ha” cheated the Parſon, we'll cheat kim again, 
| For why ſhould hae au Fu? 


One in Ten, 
One in Ten; 
reef ile Ons tn 1 
Chor. Ons in Ten, 5 ba 
One in Ten; 
"Hos "lth ot. 
2 Maa. ED ay bike a. erke. Sofy 
| in N 
Ti 75 —* . 1 
Burn to Pot; FR 
fall Puddi id Dangling bw 6 Ft 


cher. Burn to ker Ke. 
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3 Man We'll toſs off our Ale till cus camo fland, 


Chor. 


ir iii INcHAntTER gr 


And Hoigh for the Honour F Qld En land 5 
Old rooted ” clan 


Old England ; 


And Ho the Honour | Ou England. 
Old Wee Ec. 7 


[The —_ varied into a round Country Dance. 
Enter unn. 


1 


Venus. Faireft Iſle, all Iſles excelling, 


She. 


He. 


Sbe. 2 bas a thouſand 21 to pleaſe, 


He. 


Ar 
Venus here will cbuſe ber Dwelling, 
And forſake e ber Cyprian Groves. 


Cupid, from bis Fav'rite Nation, 
Care and Envy will remove; 

Fealouſy, that potſon's Paſſion, 
And D that dies for Love. 


Gentle Aran e | 
w s that blow the Fire 0 e i | = 
Shall be all tbe Fan * grove. 


Ev Swain ſhall ay bis Duty, 


Grateſul ol 
3 — wh 4 
iN 


Thoſe Jball be ! 
8 s ON. 


You ſay ay, "tis Lens creates the Pan, 


evbich omplain ; 
yp 5 5 my Heart 


In that uneaſy cruel Part: 
But how, alas ! think you, that. I dee ho 
Can bear the Wound of wwbich you. dis f 


HOW: Pa [fon makes my Gare, 
rence ives Deſpair : 

The lnfly Sun s 10 « 

Till gentle Show'rs Affiftance bring: 

So Love that ſcarches and deftroys, 

"Trll Kindneſs aids, can cauſe no 7 


* ul Nig — c ul Days, 
= foot. Pleaſure ode Dees 
But Abſence ſoon, or jealous _ 
O'erflow 1 1. with Floods of Tears, 


By val eleſs leſs Firms bene. 
armleſs _ s rh made; 
FW bile we yo other Pains endure, 
7 han thoſe, "uu «we HT N 5 
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WY Let ws 1 t bye, and. to H. r ha 
. et e, aur 7 73.2 
e Tomb for being war fn. 

He lens, Tl be conftant, I'll be © I 
She alone; Jan be cunſtunt, Il be: e. e 09 
Both. * n can oo mo greater Bleſfng 38 
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[Scene opens 2 — wb güte the 0 Order of the Garter. 
Auel. Theſe ow pies So oy 2 "= 
E enter e Uur : 
Who ſhall by Sea and Eaud bevy our Foes... a 
Now look above, and in Heav'us high Aby ſs, THE 
_ Behold what Fame artends thoſe future Tiere, * "TY 
Honour, who leads em: to that ftecpy . 


In her immortal Song. ande rhe con.” - oy 
e 5 5 
Ho No v * ſings. a 
of ry 3 4+ 2.5 et, x 3s * 
EE . 8 the Patron ＋ "I — 
1 | | A Soldier, and a Saint, * PEEL: | iy bo + 8 * 
1 . On tbat auſpi ab Ovder IK M Ut . 12 
3 Which Love and Arms will plant. _ 
| 4 a 4 wa.” Sd 723 {3 8 g E 
Our Nee ahis appear | : I 
To comrs vas — — A 2 TI ata 


5 
1 Fee enn a 9 SY ©; 
[A full Chorus ofrhelwtiole St 
M, Dance. * 46976 
3 N 13 arte? 2 Mts * RAS ie 08 ** 
* $6. Hi) wien patrons will Pleaſe | 
veal d. 8511 . 
What would Dilpleaſe, as wity babe ougera ban: 
Triumphs of * and Peade, at: full ye ſhowy = 21S: LORE 
But firtfily turn the Pages of out W/ i.. 
Reſt we — with our Preſent State; abat ü, 
Tis anxious to enquire of Future — 8 
| That Race of Heroes is enough alone N 
= For all unſeen Diſaſters to attone. 


Let Us make hafte hetimes to reap Our 1 „ 
And not refign Them. all che Praiſe of War. 
Bat ſer th Example; and. their Souls inflame, 

5 Ty copy _ 5 1 F 2 TH 
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Spoken by Mrs. GIF ARD. 


Hich of us, think ye, Ladies, was moſt Blind? 
I, in my Eyes; or Arthur in his Mind ? 
He wiſh'da Wife might ſee ! nay more — aſſur'd me, 
That had I been born dumb, — he wou'd have cur'd me! 
Good natur*'d Hero! moſt convenient Suitor ! 
No Conjurer! — tho Merlin was his Tutor! | | 
Women, who've Tongues, tho blind, have Pow'r to hector: 
And — without Eyes may read a Curtain Lecture 
But — had I never got my Sight — what then? 
Is there no way — but one — to come at Men; 
Faith! Spouſe ſhou'd know, when in a Mood for Billing, 
T had not loſt my noble Senſe of Feeling; 
Touch grows acuter, by the Loſs of fight : 
And Eyes in Bed — can give us no Delight! 
To my Good man, now mark, what fine Excuſes 
I might have fram'd, for conjugal Abuſes-; 
« Indeed ! My Dove ! {for thus I'd take my cue) 
« Indeed! I thought the filthy Man was You ! 
« Sure twas your Voice, and — ſo, without Reſiſtance 
4 J but Injoy'd my Deareſt — at a Diſtance ! 
Thus while he fought for Fame in Saxon Quarrels ; 
Perhaps, he might wear Horns, inſtead of Laurels ! 
Well! — Spite of all this Rout to Night, ſure no Man 
In Spells, and potent Arts, can vie with Woman! 
For, charm'd to her inchanted Circle, woo her: 
Yowll find the Devils themſelves are Aſſes to her! 
Tho Sight, Taſte, Smell, - groſs Touch, and Hearing die; 
Ladies, their Loſs, by a Sixth Senſe Supply? N 
Our Magna Charta That ! for S ages ſay, 
Tis toutjaurs prete and never will decay 
But Raillery apart / —— in this bleſt Ile, - 
How many ſhining S oreereſſes Smile, 
Your Power to night exert, Ye Generous fair; 
And prove what lovely Witchcraft triumphs there, 
Tis Yours our Merlin on the Stage to fave, 
(A Royal Name protects him in his Cave) 
Awe yon ,raſh Critics if rude Cenſures riſe, 
By the reſiſtleſs Magic of your Eyes. 
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Pag, 7, AcTII Serwz dikws, and diſcovery 
MzzLIn: 


I muſt, I will be watchful for the State of Britain I 
In Honour to a long Illuſtrious Race, — 
Whoſe future Glory riſes to my View. 

And ſee that Fantom whoſe uncertain Look 

Demands Inſpection and my Art commands. 
WIR thou Saint, of what Name and Order, ©, 


Pag. 29, Line 25 Merlin, thus to Artur. 


And Lo, it opens tomy ka View 
A Glorious Scene of future Amity : 
After the toils of long inteſtine War 
Of Crowns Subje and Reh 
A Scaftold Bluſhing with the Blood of Kings 
A Reign of many Tyrants . Reftoration, - 
New Woes again — an Abdicdted King 
A glorious Stranger — born for Reformation 
And Britain's peace — and Lo alittle forward 
Where from the German Shore a Stately Horſe 
Advances joining to our Britiſh Lyon 7 2 
England date thence the whiteſt Hour of State, 
Thence in a Gay Succeſhve Order Shine 
Peace and her Golden Train nor can the Eye 
Of long Futurity ſoreſee a ime Bee 

b y. 


Waon Bis Hand: 


Pag. 32. Aſter the Song, Honour, thus to Arthur, 


Nor thou, brave baue inet, dildaine cur Trum phs, 
Britons and Saxons ſhall become the people, 


One common Tongue one common Faith ſhall-bind | 


Our l in a Farne 
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And Britain's peace and Lb — x þ | . 
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